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Alice. La main madam dchan. >i 

Kate.E da bras. 

Alice. De arma madam. 

Kate.Le main da han la bras dc arma, 

Alice, O wye Madam. 

Kate. E Com an fa pclla vow la mentou a la coil. 

Alice. Dc neck,e dc cin,Madam. 

Kate. E deneck, c decin,ede code. 

Alice. De cudie ma foy le oblye,mais le remcmbrc, 

Le tude,o dc clbo Madam. 

Kate.Ecome Ic reherfcra,towt cella que lac apoandre, 
De han.de arma.de neck,du ; cirve de bilbo. 

Alice . De elbaMidam. ' 

Kate. O IefUjlea obloye mafoy,ecouteIerccontera 
De han,dc arma,dc ncck,de cin,e de elbo,e ca bon. 

Alice Mzy foy'MadamjVou pacla au fe bon Angloy, 
Afie vous auci cttuc en Englatara; 

Kate. Par la grace de deu an petty: canes, Icparlc millcut 
Coman fe pclla vou le pcid e lc robe. 

Altce.'Lt foot, e le con. 

Kate Le foot.c le con,0 Icfu ! le ne veu poin&parle. 
Sic plus deuant lc cho chcualires defrarica. 

Pur one million ma foy. 

^//ice.Madam.de foote,e lc con. i‘ 

Kate. O et ill aufie,ecoute jtlice, de han,de arma, 

De neck, de cin,lc foote,e de con. 

Alice.Cct fort bon Madam. 

Kate.h loues a diner. 

Exit smnet. 

Enter King of France, herd Conftabtcjhe 
Dolphin, and Bourbon, 

King. Tis certaine be is paft the Riucr Some. 

Con. Mordeu ma via •. Shall a few fprancs ofvs, 

(The emptying of our fathers luxery) 
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of Henry the ffi. T 

Outgrow their grafters. ' 

^.Normanes,baftard Normanes,mor du, 

And if they pafle vnfought withall, 
lefell myDukedomcfor a foggy Farme 
In that ftiort nooke He of England. 

Con. Why whence haue they this mettallf . 

Is not their Climate raw, foggy.and cold. 

On whom,as in difdaine.the Sunne lookes pale r 
Can barley broth, a drench for fwolne lades. 

Their fodden water decockt fuchliuely blood . 

And fliall our quicke blood/pirited with wine, 

Sceme ftofty ? O for honour oi our names. 

Let vs not hang like frozen Icefickles 

Vpon our houfes tops, while they(a more frolty Chmatej 

Swcatc drops of youthfull blood. 

King .Con liable difpatch,fend Montioj foorth, 

To know what willing ranfome he will giue ; 

Sonne Dolphtn,yo\i fhall ftay in Rhone with me. 

Dol. Not fo,I do befeech your Maiefly. 

King. Well, 1 fay it fhall be fo. 

Exeunt omnes. 

3TJ : j r l/‘ • ri*n v* : L : 

Enter Gower and Flewellen. 

Corner Movt now Captaine Flemllete, 

Come you from the bridge ? 

Flew. By lefus there’s excellent feruice committed at 
the bridge? 

Gower. Is the Duke of Exeter fafe ? 

FY«*\Thc Duke of Exeter is a man whom I loue. 

And I honour, and 1 worfhip with my foule, 

And my heart,and my life. 

And my lands,and my liuings. 

And my vttermoft powers. 

The Duke is looke you, 

God be praifed and pleafed for it, 

No harme in the worcll. 
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